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Box of Chocolate 


Author's Notes: 
Enjoy! 


It was February l4th and the guys were stuck, hooker-less, in a nearly snowed-in hotel in Pennsylvania. They 
were supposed to head back to LA that morning, but the airlines were all delayed. Satchel had just returned to 


his and Michael's shared room after wandering across the street for food. 


"Here, | got you some chocolate," Satchel said, setting his bags on the desk. "It was like 15% off since 
Valentine's day is almost over." 


Satchel threw a plastic grocery bag at Michael. It landed in his lap. 
The singer pulled out a large heart-shaped box and a huge grin broke across his face. 


"Thanks, Satch!" he exclaimed, tearing off the plastic wrapping and opening the box. He took a truffle from the 


assortment and popped it in his mouth. "I've never gotten a box of chocolates for Valentine's day, except from 


my mom when | was a kid!" 


"Well usually guys get them for girls," Satchel explained, flicking on the television and leaving it on the weather 


channel. 

| know that," Michael said as the chocolate melted in his mouth. "So why did you get some for me?" 
"Because you like chocolate," Satchel said, rolling his eyes. 

"You want one?" Michael asked, picking up a dark chocolate caramel and holding it out to his friend. 


"No, thanks. You know | don't eat that shit," Satchel sighed. 


"I think you're just trying to get me fat so you can get more chicks," Michael accused, tossing the candy in his 
mouth. 


"Fatter than you already are?" Satchel challenged, grinning to show he was only teasing. 
"Take that back, asshole," Michael snapped, "You know I'm sensitive about my weight!" 


‘I'm only messing with you," the dark-haired man amended, taking a seat on Michael's bed with him. "I don't see 


why you don't hit up the gym with me anymore, though." 


Michael knew exactly why he didn't "hit up the gym" with Satchel. It was partly because he felt inferior next 
to that man when he's running full speed while Michael's sweating like a pig trying to keep up. However, it was 
mostly because he found himself staring at the guitarist in the locker room in ways which one should 


definitely not stare at his best friend. 


The last time he'd worked out with Satchel, he'd gotten severe wood at the sight of all those muscles flexing in 
Satchel's body, the sweat trickling down his neck onto his bare chest. And that was incredibly hard (pun 


intended) to hide while wearing sweatpants. 


At least on stage if he accidentally popped a man-boner, he could blame it on the hot chicks in the front row. 
It was so hindering and embarrassing that Michael avoided being alone with Satchel as much as possible these 
days. His strange uncontrollable sexual frustration for his friend was only something minor he would have to 
live with, and for now he blamed it on old age. 


He couldn't pinpoint when or why it started happening, but he preferred not to think about it more than one to 
five-hundred times a day. Nope, he limited his thoughts of Satchels naked body to when he was alone in the 
shower and could live out his disgusting fantasies. And he didn't feel the least bit awkward about it. 


Until right now when he stammered for a response to Satchel's last statement. 


"| got a membership at, uh, a different gym," Michael immediately lied 

"Really? Why didnt you tell me?" Satchel asked, surprised "Which one?" 

"Uh... that one in uptown LA," the blonde tried 

"Oh. Is it any good?" 

"Hts not bad" 

Satchel patted Michael on the knee. 

"You're just bummed that | get the attention of all the chicks that hang out at the gym, right? You wanted 
your own flock of bitches?" he laughed. "Dude, | miss working out with you. We should at least go jogging 


together again like we used to!" 


"Yeah. Sure. Totally." Michael's face was an unimaginable shade of deep red right now. He hid it behind his hair 


as he nibbled on some more chocolate. 

"Or maybe | can transfer to the new gym with you." 

Michael nearly choked on his chocolate. Satchel smacked him on his back until he stopped coughing. 

"You okay?" 

"Yeah, 'm fine," Michael replied. 

"Dude, | mean in general. You like never talk to me anymore and you're being really weird’ 

"What do you mean? | talk to you all the time!" Michael exclaimed. 

"Like when?" 

"Im talking to you right now!" Michael said defensively. 

"Yeah, but you're being so strange. Are you mad at me for some reason? You're acting like a freakin’ girl." 


"There's not a fuckin’ problem,’ the blonde insisted, playing with the hem of his Van Halen shirt. "I'm not mad 
at you." 


"Then why won't you even look me in the eye?" 


"l, uh, l'm just thinking.” 


Satchel studied him, trying to peer through his hair. He gently tucked a few strands of blonde behind Michael's 


ear, and the older man bit his lip, feeling awkward. 
“Thinking about what?" Satchel prodded. 


Michael's first instinct was to simply tell the man to "fuck off," at this point, but his concern was making the 
singer melt. Great, not only was he attracted to Satchel's body suddenly, but now he was being all bashful 
about feelings. 


"l'm just thinking about a way to repay you for the box of chocolates," Michael grinned, finally meeting 
Satchel's gaze. He appeared perplexed. 


"Dude, it only cost me like three bucks." 


That's when Michael launched himself at the guitarist, crushing their lips together. For the next few moments, 
only gasps of breath were heard over the low volume of the television, which was currently informing its 
viewers that travel was nearing impossible, and all flights for the next I2 hours were delayed. Now there was 
rustling of clothing and the creaking of a belt buckle as it was removed. A metallic ding as it hit a dresser. The 


bed banged against the wall as Satchel threw Michael onto his back and pressed between his thighs. The sighs 


and breaths continued with an occasional grunt as more articles of clothing were tugged off. 

Chill reached their bare skin despite the heater going nearly full blast. Both men crawled under the covers, 
pressing even closer for warmth. Michael was sweating now, and he was being kissed down his neck, across his 
chest, past his belly button and further down - oh! And back to his lips too soon, but not soon enough. 
Satchel pushed in and Michael was unable to contain his moans and shouts of pleasure. The noise easily 
reached next door to where Stix and Lexxi were eating Subway and watching MTV. Stix nearly gagged on his 
sandwich when "OH, GOD, SATCHEL, HARDER!" graced his ears, and he gave Lexxi a foul look. 


"Wanna go to the swimming pool?" the drummer suggested irately, shoving the rest of his dinner down his 


throat. 
Lexxi nodded enthusiastically, and the men nearly flew out of the room once they had their bathing suits. 


"What do you think they're doing in there?" Lexxi asked Stix as they wandered down the hallway to the 


elevator. 
"They're fucking, Lexxi. Michael and Satchel are fucking.” 


"Oh: 


Back in room 416, Michael's sounds became more erratic as Satchel's hand found him and applied the perfect 
amount of friction and pressure. 


Who needed women when you and your best friend were capable of this? 


Michael's dirty moans must've echoed throughout the whole floor as he reached his climax. Satchel followed 
soon after, and the men collapsed together, worn but sated. 


"Is this why you've been acting so fuckin’ weird toward me?" Satchel gasped as he rolled over onto one side of 


the bed, closing his eyes. 

"Er, yeah," the blonde admitted. 

"Well, those stupid weird looks you've been giving me for the last year make sense now. As well as the boners." 
Michael ignored that. 

"I think this should be our workout from now on," the blonde suggested, hair glued to his forehead with sweat. 
"Fuck yeah," the guitarist agreed. 

"Hey Satchel?" 

"Yeah?" 

"Thanks for the chocolate, Valentine." 


"You're welcome. Thanks for the sex, asshole." 


